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Escape 


Author's Notes: 
just of the top of my head. advice plz! 


| slammed the door behind me and turned my back to it. Bitter angry sobs clawed their way up my throat as | 
sank to the floor wrapping my arms around my knees and hugging them so tight it hurt. | can't control this 
horrifying anger tearing my stomach to ribbons. | bit my knees to muffle my screams of defeat and 
frustration | can't take this any more | can't go on living a life of lies and sadness. | need to leave. Yes! | need 
to go far from here. So far that they'll never find me. Never ever. | stop biting my knees and taste the blood 
on my teeth. | stood up in a second and walked over to my wardrobe. | tore open the door and began to grab 
random items of clothing and shove them into my bag. | climbed over my bed to grab my kiss guitar pic and 
tear my signed iron maiden drumstick of my wall. | smiled for a fraction of a second as | remembered the 
second | caught it. That beautiful sweaty moment. | snapped out of my stupid trance and stuffed them in along 
with the 51 dollars I've been saving for the past two years. | grab my leather jacket and open my door as 
quietly as | can. | stole a glance out of my room they were all in the living room discussing how wonderful life 
would have been if only my mother had taken my fathers advice and aborted me. "She's bought nothing but 


trouble into our lives" | heard my mother spit hatefully. | imagined her. Sat in her corner of the sofa smoking 


her cheap cigarettes preaching her disgusting and depressing view of the world to the children that can do 
nothing but shut up and listen or they'd become the object of her loathing. "Well not any more" | said quietly 
to myself. | looked at the door directly opposite my bedroom. It was all but two meters away but let me tell 
you | have never felt as good as it did walking those two meters. The sticky Los Angeles night greeted my like 
a sleazy old man that hangs around the strip. Unwelcome. As | walked the two blocks to the bus stop what | 
was doing slowly sank in. | can never go back there. | don't even care if | get raped and murdered tonight. 
Which Is more than likely to happen to any girl sleeping rough let alone a lb year old who's planning on spending 
the night on sunset strip. | was dragged from my thoughts as my bus drove past. "Oh shit" | said to myself 
and | began the embarrassing spectacle of running for a bus. Luckily the driver saw me and stopped a few 
meters before the stop. | climbed onto the bus. Gasping for breath as | awkwardly fumbled in my pockets for 
the right change. The bus driver being as seedy as another man in la looked me up and down and said "its on 
the house honey" with a sour rather than sweet smile. The kind of smile that would make a toddler cry. | 
forced a thankful smile and made my way to the back of the bus. Silently thanking god that | wasn't the only 
person on here. | had a feeling that there was a different kind of fare he wanted me to pay. | lent my head 
against the dirty window and let my thoughts and worries blend in the stream of city light rushing past my 
eyes. In no time the bus stopped at the top of sunset strip. | would have stayed on until we reached the 
whiskey but the last remaining person besides me got of the bus and really didn't want to take any chances. So 
as | stepped off the bus a crumpled up flyer hit me in the face. Making me scream a little. Embarrassed | 
grabbed the piece of paper before it flew off again It read "the whiskey a go go introducing the hottest new 
band of 85 guns n Roses! Tonight" | smiled to my self. At least if | went to a show | would be off the strip for 
a few hours. | dug out my cigarettes and lighter from my bag as | began the I5-minite walk down to the 
whiskey. As | lit one and took one long drag and held it in for a second | exhaled and suddenly became more 
aware of how | looked | noticed people staring at me as | strolled along the strip. | don't think my clothes were 
suggestive or anything. | looked down at what | was wearing. Just my faded jeans that were ripped at the knees 
and an off the shoulder kiss concert t-shirt under my old leather jacket. | had no make up on | frowned at 
remembering this. | could sort it when | got to the venue | thought to my self. And | would sort my hair out 
too. My shoulder length sherbet pink hair that was twisted in to a knot on top of my head. To be honest. | 
think | look a little shabby. So why are people staring at me 


